PREFACE
TITE canvases and brushes I had brought wilh
mo stayed in my trunks; the pictures I had
meant to paint in India were never begun. So
varied are the aspects of the vast Indian Continent,
so alien from our modes of thought and conduct mi
its customs and its concepts, that any attempt to
give our Western public a coherent picture of a
land so utterly unlike our own, using no other
medium than that of line and colour, must have
proved as futile as to ask a man to read a poem
written in a tongue he cannot understand, It
would have been necessary to subscribe each picture
with an array of footnotes bringing out its hidden
meanings.
I do not offer Diamonds and Dust to the public as
the book which every traveller seems as in duty
bound to write, or as a panorama of the whole of
India, but rather as a sequence of impressionist
sketches made in Rajputana and the adjoining pro-
vinces ; in a land famed for the wonders of its cities
half as old as time; a region hermits chose for
their retreat, where Buddha preached and Krishna
dwelt, whither for millennia pilgrims have ilockcd
to worship the first gods of the world, where by
night the jungles wake to feverish life, where prince-
doms fostered in the Iradidons of a glorious past
flaunt palaces that look like strongholds; a country
rich in colours, customs and repute, marked by
magnificence and misery; a region where I lived
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